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an embrace." We taste nothing pure; our
virtue is never without some alloy of evil, our
vice is seldom without some touch of goodness.
We are one thing to-day, and to-morrow its
opposite.

So ever and anon, if not continuously, through-
out the Essays proceeds Montaigne's indictment
of humanity. What is the final issue? Should it
not be a misanthropy like that of Swift? Or, if
not this, some melancholy kind of pessimism? It
is neither of these with Montaigne, for at heart
he loves life and would loyally enjoy his being.
He makes a return upon himself, and accepts the
conditions of humanity, accepts such limitations
and infirmities as are inevitable, and endeavours
to cultivate his garden, even as it is. " Greatness
of soul consists not so much in mounting and in
pressing forward as in knowing how to range and
circumscribe one's self; it takes for great every-
thing that is enough, and shows its stature by
preferring moderate to eminent things. There is
nothing so beautiful and so legitimate as well and
duly to play the man; nor science so arduous as
well and naturally to know how to live this life
of ours; and of our maladies the most wild and
barbarous is to despise our being. . . . For my
part then, I love life and cultivate it, such as it has
pleased God to bestow it upon us." In this pres-
ent, created for us by God, he goes on, there iso me thatrtained that they are in-ntaigneis vast fabric who has the capacity
